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sprang up. Colonel Bunny fell morality wounded. Two
more were hit. The gunners rushed to their guns.
They poured case shot into a rush of approaching
swordsmen. The infantry fired as best they could. The
guns were ordered to iimbei up and get away* No easy
matter under such a fire. Then ten Sikhs charged the
villagers behind the wall. It gave time for the guns to
be packed on the mules back. All gave their lives thai
the guns should get away. This memory on the foreim-
ger of time sparkles for ever. The force withdrew to the
edge of a sloping plain. It was a slow, dogged move-
ment* Her<* a stand was made. Happily help was on
its way hot-foot. Like wolves the hillmen were gather-
ing in force to make a rush* The weary soldiers took
heart of grace. They hugged their smoking rifles
Drove off the raiders with steady rifle fire- It was mid*
night before, all were safely gathered in Datta Khel.
Next morning the corpses of the skin were found
cruelly and horribly mangled and mutilated. A British
division was hurried across the hot plains to re-establish
the Pax Britannica* The danger signal on the Mala-
kand also shortly met with response.

The hot season was in full swing. The tribes on
the Malakand Ridge, overlooking the Swat Valley, were
drowsing, reasonably alert in the shimmering sun and
haze. The outlying post of Chakdara was amid the
deep green of the cultivation* There was nothing un-
duly alarming. Nothing to enliven the routine of the
hot weather. There were no dangerous persons to be
combed out. The garrison on the Malakand was play-
ing its usual game of polo down on the flats at Khar in
the Swat Valley. They heard that the remote gather-
tugs were getting nearer. As the officers were going to
mess, the Patliaus came up the graded road* A series